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THE  YEAR   THAT'S  AWA\ 
Set  to  Music  hy  Moore 
JIere'vH  to  the  year  that's  awa, 
We  will  drink  it  in  strong  and  in  sroa' ; 
h\\  here's  to  ilk  honnie  young  lassse      lo\* ; 
In  during  the  year  that's  awa. 

An'  here's  to  ilk,  &c. 

Here's  to  the  sodger  wha  hied, 
K\\  the  sailor  wha  bravely  did  fa'  ; 
Though  their  fame  is  alive  yet  their  spirits  arc 
ilcd, 

Oi-^  the  uings  of  the  year  that  s  aua. 

'rhoiioli  their  fame  is  alive,  ^'c. 

I  leer's  to  thefiiend  we  can  trust, 

Wl)ile  the  storms  of  adversity  blaw  : 

Mc^y  ill ey  live  in  our  song,  ami  be  nearer 

our,  hearts, 
Kv  r  depart  like  the  year  that's  awa* 

May  they  live,  &ci 

%V/x£S  ME  FOR  PIIINCE  CHARLlK, 
TuxE — Bonnie  House  Airlcy. 
A  WEE  bird  cam  to  our  ha'  door, 
It  warbled  sweet  and  clearly  ; 
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And  aye  the  o'ercome  o*  its  sang. 
Was     Waes  me  for  Prince  Charlie  V 
O,  when  I  heard  the  bonnie  sound, 

My  heart  maist  burstet  fairly, 
I  took  the  bonnet  afF  my  head. 

For  vveel  I  lov*d  Prince  Charlie. 

On  hills  that  are  by  right  his  ain, 

He  roams  a  lonely  stranger; 
On  every  side  he's  press*d  by  want--« 

On  every  side  is  danger: 
'  Yestreen  I  met  him  in  a  Glen, 

My  heart  roaist  burstet  fairly  ; 
For  sadly  chang'd,  indeed  was-  lie, 

O,  waes  me  for  Prince  Charlie  I 

Dark  night  came  on,  the  tempest  roai%i 

Loud  o*er  the  iiillsand  valleys  ; 
And  where  was't  your  Prince  lay  down 

Whase  hame  should  been  a  palace  ? 
lis  row'd  him  in  his  Highland  plaid^ 

That  covered  him  but  sparely  ; 
He  slept  beneath  a  bush  u'  broom  : 

O,  waes  me  for  Prince  Charlie  ! 

The  wee  bird  saw  some  red -coats  cijme 
He  shook  his  wings  wi*  angefj 

Saying,      This  is  not  a  hiid  for  me^ 
I'll  tarry  here  nae  langer.'* 

It  hovered  on  th^  wing  awhile, 
Ere  It  departed  fairly  j 
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But  wcel  I  wind  the  farewee!  strain, 
W  as  Waes  me  for  TriHce  Clmriie 


A  MAN  WITHOUT  A  WIFE. 
^lE — iWy  e^e  and  Vetty  Martin,  0» 
A  wan  vviihoiit  a  wife 
Knows  no  comfcnt  of  his  Hfe, 
Antl  none  hut  a  fool  v\oui(l  nva  bingl^j  Oc 
For  whrn  your  hncklcd  to, 
You  have  nothinj;  else  to  do, 
But  hear  her  pretty  tongue  ^o  jingle  jingle,,  O. 
Her  voice  i*«  quite  (h'vine ; 
Antl  if  you  shtjuid  incline 
To  have  a  sincvSe  ujoinent  of  quiet,  O, 
It  ur-tild  he  of  iittie  use, 
Unless  you  loved  abuse, 
FoT  she  kicks  up  such  a  devil  of  a  riot,  0« 

She*ll  simper,  hlu^h,  and  g'in, 

Aiid  tast^  a  drop  of  |^in, 
Or  iW  a  little  sup  ot  full  pr(-.>f  !)rand}>  O, 

Ard  uhtn  it  n  akes  h^r  J^tajicrer, 

Lord  !  I)ow  tlie  jade  u  ill  s\va<iger, 
Ami  her  hushiU'd  she  proclainij;  a  SmithfisM 
dandy,  0. 

T  hen  vilo  the  devil  wi  uld 

TJ'  e  sinole,  if  he  couUl 
In  ircmjn  find  iliiese  ^  inutb  so  de!rghtli;> 


For  tliougb  they  scratc!)  and  fight, 
i$u\\  ihey  are  our  great  deliglit, 
And  he  that  iivea  widiout  out  nuiiat  be  spne 
ful,  O. 


BLYTOE,  BLYTi^E,  A^^^  MEERT 
ARE  WE. 
Blythe,  Bluhe,  aiT  inerrv  are  we,; 

Biuhe  are  we  ane  an'  a'  ; 
Aften  liae  we  cantie  been. 

But  sic- a  night  we  never  skw* 

The  gloamiii*  saw  us  a'  .sit  (h)wi>. 

An*  meikle  mirth  has  been  our  fa' ; 

Cut  ca'  the  tiuSer  toast  artuin', 

TiH  chanticleer  bedn  to  craw, 
o 

Blyihe,  ke. 

The  auld  kirk  hell  has  chappit  tWnF  ; 
•   Wha  cares  tho'  she  had  chappit  tWA  ! 
We'er  iicxht  o*  hrarr,,  an'  wiijaa  pan* 
Tho'  time  an'  tide  .should  rin  aw;^  ♦ 
'Biythe,  kc. 

TiU!  never  spier  now  wears  the  raoro, 
The  moon's  still  blinkin'  i*  the  sky  ! 

Ai\*  ojf  like  her  we  fill  onr  horn, 
I  dinna  doubt  we'll  drink  it  dry. 
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Then  fill  we  up  a  socia!  cop, 

And  never  mind  the  dapple  dawi>; 

Just  sit  a  while,  the  sun  may  smile, 
An*  light  as  a'  across  the  lawn. 

Blytbe, 

THE  IRISH  FARMER. 
Tune — Sir  John  Scot*sfavourUc. 
Dear  Judy,  when  first  we  got  married. 

Our  fortune  indeed  was  but  small, 
For  save  the  light  hearts  that  we  carritjd^ 

Our  riches  were  nothing  at  all. 
I  sung  while  I  rear'd  up  the  cabin, 

Ye  powr's  give  me  vigour  and  healt!i  ! 
And  a  truce  to  all  sighing  and  sobbsDg, 

For  love  is  Pat  Mulligan's  wealth. 
Thro*  summer  and  winter  so  dreary, 

I  cheerily  toil'd  on  the  farm, 
K^jr  ever  once  dream'd  growing  weary, 
For  love  gave  my  labour  its  charm, 
A;n<l  now,  though  *ti3  v/eak  to  be  varinty^ 

Yet  here  let  us  gratefully  own, 
We  live  amidst  pleasure  and  plenty. 
As  happy's  the  kfng  on  the  thrGr>e. 

¥/e've  Murdoch,  and  Patrick,  and  CcxmoT* 
As  line  little  lads  as  you'll  see. 

And  Kitty,  sweet  girl,  'pon  honoar, 
She's  just  the  dear  picture  of  thee. 


Tlio'  some  folks  may  still  under- rate  u«, 
All !  why  should  we  mind  them  a  fi^  ? 

We've  a  large  swinging  field  of  potatoes, 
A  viood  Driminduath  and  a  Vw. 

KELVIN  GllOVF. 
L^it  us  haste  to  Kelvin  grove,  bonny  lassie,  O 
1  hro'  its  mazes  let  us  rove,  bonny  lassie,  O. 
Where  the  rose  in  all  its  pride, 
Paints  the  hollow  dingle  side, 
V>'hcre  the  midnight  fairies  glide,  bonnv  las- 
sie. O.  '  . 

We  will  wander  by  the  mill,  bonny  lassie  O 
To  the  cove  beside  the  rill,  bonny  lassie,  (), 

Where  the  glens  rebound  the  call 

Of  the  lofty  waterfall, 
Through  the  mountain's  rocky  iJall,  bonny 
lassie,  O. 

"I'hen  well  up  to  yonder  glade,  bonnit?  las- 
sie, O 

Wh^re  so  oft  beneath  its,  shade,  bonny  ks- 
Jiie,  O, 

With  the  songster  in  the  grove, 
WeVe  told  our  tale  of  love, 
And  have  sportive  garlands  wove,  boftny  las^ 


8 


And  when  on  a  diKtant  shore,  bonny  lassted 
Shoiild  !  fall  ^nitUt  battles  roar,  bonuy  las- 
sie, O, 

Wilt  tlujii  Ellen,  when  you  hear 
Of  shy  lover  on  his  bier, 
To  his  mtoiVy  shed  a  tear,  bonny  lassie,  0» 

THE  PASHING  WHITE  SERGEANT. 
If  I  had  a  hcaii,- 
For  a  solJier  who  would  go, 
Do  you  thing  rd  say  no  ? 
No,  no,  not  I  ; 
'    r  when  his  red  coat  I  saWg. 
Not  a  sigls  would  ii  diavv, 
But  i  d  give  him  celat 
For  his  lira  very. 
IFun  army  of  amazons  e'er  came  in  pUyi 
A*  a  dashiog  wliite  sergeant  I'd  inaich  away^ 

When  my  soldier  \vas  gone, 
D  ye  think  i*d  take  on, 
Sil  Fnopping  ibrlorn  ? 

No,  no,  not  I ; 
His  fame  my  concern 
How  my  bosom  would  bunS/ 
>\  heo  1  siiw  him  return,. 

Crowned  with  victory, 
ii^ri  urmy  of  amazon.^  e'er  came  in  play^ 
j|i  t  hashing  while  sergeant  Td  march  avray^ 


